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HE strike had Its edge on
swhen Martin Wallace came
toBurnside on his firat de-
iall ns a reporter.

“Clenr case of pull!
~gnarled the man who had
expected the nssignmont;
“well, he'll moke o holy
mess of {ti!

But thereln he was
wrong twice. It wos not a
casp of influence, although
Martin's father wns o great
friend of the proprietor; it
was glyen tho young fellow
beecnuge ona of the editors
had taken a fancy to his
etorles In the "Haorvard Af-
voeate.” Nelther dld Martin
make a mess of the Burn-
Elde strike. For the latler
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ITHITNE good fortune he had old

Ollver Jones to thank, at

least In parte. He made

Dltver's ncqualntance hia fir ftornoon in town., Tho
Etrika wng two weeks old that day, whlch was tima

snouch for the small tendesmen 6 be looklng sharply after
eredits, and the wives to ba ordering cautlously; tima
tnough for the line of policemen brlstling outside the
great dingy bulle or the steel mills to have grown odlous
and monaeing; time enough for the ceanseless clatter of
the rolls, doy and night, night and day, to tnunt the Idla
men: “You nre gone, but we don't stop! Wo won't stop!'
and time enough for the palnted sliy behind the black
thimneyy to glow a baleful sign of blood and war, Martin

sne=ed dozens of sullen groups on his way down the

wide, shady village street that ended In tho “mill dls-

et H irid snatehes of wild talk at every cornar,
One you Vs foce grrested him. It was beecncse

T wag the

yr

iring; this face was
“Well, how's the strike?! sald Martin, while his quick

wes took In all the young man's gix feet of splendid mus-

that he had seen that was not low-
simply sad.

tles and his curly brown head. Hlg features wora rather
felicate for such a Blg fellow, His eves wera amall, but
rery bright, and of that sensitive gray which takes the
Bue of the light and the moment's feeling.,” He gavo Mear-
Hn oa qulck, unresponsive slance in return. On his part,
serhaps, he toole {n the other man's well-cut clothes, his
Is limp, and his reporter’s pad.

with n sudden frlendliness
tor I expected. But maybo

—that f=n't t}
't one of the strikers
u enough, but I'm not God Almighty;
only one ean tell how things are
ape themselves at this stage of the game."”

joing to

s ole ofe ol ale eleisfe ol

With that he brushed off, ng one who did not seek

5 attentlon to the people on the stroets.
groups were slowly drifting In one direc-
toward the river, toward the steol works, 'I'he crowid
lined up an the sidewalls opposite the long atockuda that
wis baekground for the patrol of pollee: It lined the

Muartin felt hila pulses
like o hound In o leash stroin-
soma invisible force,
4 i ned a child's pipe,
Behind the b ranks Martin could see the new men.
Some of them were farmors' Inds, voung, awkward, but
ing the rcowling faces and insulting ges-
cached faces and hang-dog cyes,
must have raked the slums,"
irprised him very much was the
ctched thelr wrists and yelled
g!" here and there, in seatter-
buse; but for the most part they lonked
sil¢ Last of the men, just in front of
fed alone, He wias o oman of an-
o know steel workers could tell nt
vatoran steel man., He haod taken
bald head, which tho
i with mofsture, The face was round,
In spite of the dlscomfort and perll of his
on it. IHis leather-guarded
Ked shirt made the heavy gold
hest look- Incongruous,
-hrown fringe
4y eyes were

11l g
¥ ns 0 Loy,

come In good view of the
1 uproar broke out, one long,

me unrufiled composure. The ale
waa full of thr nnd paths, Why this one man wus

igled out more than tho others Martln could not te'l.
More out'of curkosity 1o know than for any other reason,
ae turned on his Lieel and followed the procession. The
oW et A short distnnee to go—only to thelr Loard-
hleh wis behind o stockade and patrolled
leeman, But this one man, &
Dithe streefs vot unobsery men
[ him, oftering no violence, but

riftortt

At the same m t the strilker with whom Martin
aad talked prmd onother mon, a tol) man in o red shirct,
rip past the others and jolned the cauvse af the crfes,

“Nao swiplng!” called the man in the red shivt, who

He retoined

thowed to -Maortin & flughed, black-bearded fhce and a
1uge swinglng fst,  “You lot him alone!"
The words were ad 1 to two or threa of the

rrowd who hod pleked up
the others, )

The first of the crowd hurled a brick, calling that he'd
i enb ag qulcl as o mad dog, Instuntly tha big flst
his

1es and were in wdvance of

d the man In the red shivt

Drop It, you fool!
e off!t shouted the otlier etriker, his

next f lant,

‘ein both eoy

mitn, who

“You know

3 how 1. can fight."
ced about and was put-

tl-alr,
back sullenly, YBeab! reab! they

1 'L daon't mind It
inel jeeris fell it
st of'th rawd, bt
wits o wild Hgure,
and<wilder was 1
I nin't upder ore
o yott hlack-hearted 1 T

cume to Noll Jones' assis

}
the 1

- Both (1]
armed L Gats bl nrmed But Alietin, who was
A1e nimblost, rowrigl,  whirling her about;
‘Dan't you d . MUmoacreporter, and itowould
pet nto th j W gmalke fun ef yeu and sy

Jou were 1o
YW wonld,

ould ye?

Yo little limping poadl

the mudd o dirt ot Blm with hee teath 4 an 2
ury. Martin he roff feom him; he was stronger thap
16 Joakod, He shio is wl ot the young striker, who
yould hove pulled ) VLT WA,

SWhat good wi o the slrike op you, olther. to

rateh, mg or coll ¢ 10 mames and noles e Buspect
Dt you are not g dacent woman?'—eo o he continued
Joolly, although his cherlt was hot, for e did mimd his
énl:_:_inzr-':xuu'll only mals me think you huve been drinl-

(1
m}ile(hnwllﬂn collnpaed ne swiftly as It had ewelled, T
{ )

L' she answered, “und Tom Nesl knows it and

po does Mr. Walden, But my man‘s In bed with hia head
broke by dirty cops—""

. 'Pete got hurt yesterday, I guess, when he was
fighting drunk,’’ interposed tho young man, Walden.

“Peta aln't a drinking man, Mr, Walden, no hoe ain't,
Any man would git downhearted Joying 'round idle from
morning til night. He's got to go to the enloon to git the
news; and then he takes a drop, and they git to talking,
and he tnkes more'n he knows; and they oll git exclted,'

“T guess you don't do mnything to calm him, DMrs.
Waters, I saw you at every meeting; and I guess you're
on the street n good denl.’

The woman bridled, but she did not explods again.
The man in the red shirt sald something about it's being
hard on the women, too.

“0¢ course, I know you're wanting the news; but If
vou'll do a lttle wnshing Instead of running the streots,
I'll glve It to you," enld Walden.

““And hera's n dollar for the kids,'" sald Noll Jones.

The woman struck the sflver out of his hand, nnd ran
down the etroct. L}

“Your money's got bleod on ft, you scab!" she crled;
“but 11} take the washing and thanlk you, Mr, Walden,"

“She's a sllily, viclent woman,' sald Walden, with un-
expected heat,

“Pehaw,’ snid Noll, geod-naturedly, pleking up the
enin nnd dusting It with his finger tips, ‘‘'what do 1 care
for the word! Judy's o good woman when she ain't In a
vad temper. But I'm obliged to you, Mister Reporter, and
to you Oscar, and’'—ha hesltated, while his lips twitchad
inta o smile that seemed to conceal somo other emotion
—{t wns—say, I'm very much obliged to you, Tom."” He
turned to the tall man, whose face flushed darkly as ho
dove his hands Into his pockets, looking away from Jones'
nutstretched hand.

“Wo nra running this strilte In n decent, orderly way;
hut I won't shnko hnnds with a scab, no matter who he
i=!'" sald he.

Jones winced, and the blood mounted to his forehead;
hut he kept the relns on hls tempor.
different some doay, I guess,' he replied; “goed afternoon;
I'd ruther you wouldn't walk nny further with mae, it
might hurt your reputation,’” The rony In the last wonds
wig the ohly elgn he gave that Tom's jeer had cut,

“I'IL go with you, Noll,” sald Walden.

HAnd I, If you'll let me,'" sald Martin,

“Thank you, boys,” sald Jones; “good-bye, Tom."

But Tom's back was swinging down the streat, IHa
made no response.

Jones nnd the others continued their way, and Marlin
began to ask questlons, prefacing them wlth an apology,
which Noll Jones took in very good part. No, he didn't
mind talking about the strike, “My name's Noll Jonea;
1 guess everybody in Burnside knows me. I'm o roller
nt the Burnside Stecl Works, tho only roller who didn't
atrilke. They used to call me a good follow, new they call
me n traltor and 2 bLloody, bl -hearted - geab’ Ho
sprlied amlably at Walden, who unaceountably =ighed,

“How did you come to stick to the Durnside peapla
when tho others went out?'! said Martin,

Noll chuekled: “Well, T guess you'll not understand
miuich better'n I do, If I do tell you; and I ain't got It qulte
to rights In my own head, vaot. It wasn't exactly becauss
thn boys nro making Kinder too biz demand=—though I
guess they ara; =till, I got o good-gized pile Iaid up, and I
can aftord to lay by o few months well enough, stioy
qulet, wear my good clothes, and keep off the street, and
sure to git baek when the strike's over and nobody feel-
Ing hard. ‘Noll Jones, he waen't In none of the rows,’
snyvs the oficers, ‘he was nll for Inw and order'; and ‘Old
Nall Jones, he walked right out with the boys,' says ths
boys; and It would be friendly all ‘rounds And 'nuft slght
easler for mo and Nanny—she's my daughter, all the
child T got, and her ma's deard,  And 'tain't that I mind
the subscribing to the funds 1'd have to do; Tve always
lived free and had something to throw In when they
passed the hot, Aln't I, Oseac?"

“That's right,”" sald Oscar.

“No, twasn't any of them things. But you s=ee I
worked in the BHurnglde mill ever since wa coma over
from Wales, me o little Kid of 12, wl I'm 62 year old.
I wng there when old Foster Burnshde owned the works..
Bay, he was a good man, I knew him well, J1e'd aften
stop and give mo o word, pagsing. I guess it's & bad job
he's dead, too. ‘The widder gold the works to his cousing,
him having no child to speak of—ie=t n Inwyer.'

*Judge Foster Durnside §s o great lawyer, you know,'"
Martin interposed,

“Maybe, maybe. Nico mon, teo; but no 'count for o
etecl mill,. No doubt, though, lawyers has thelr place,
But he didn't know rounds from ovals, and when he'd
come in to sce the mill, I was scared to death lest he'd
git hurned— er seemed to know which way ta jump!
Ho thd works went to the second cousing and =ome other
fellera, 1 aln't finding fault, but things haven't gone lilta
they used to; there's about twice os many men and all
sorts of new kinks with electricity and God kndws what
not; but I ain't secn the prestidnt to spenk to three times,
and most thnes we've had some kind of o dlspute going
on, Dut the superintendent, he's tho same, and he asked
me, personally, would I stick to 'em. 1 says, ‘Sco hers,
if 1 stlek to you, you know they'll enll me o sealb and
my glel's mates won't gpenle to her and I wouldn't ba so
bad shunned If I had the smullpox'—aln't that right,
Osear?’

Waolden nodded,

“UNow," Losays to him, ‘if T rvisk that and they don't
kill me or break my legs or blow me up, some way, and T
stand by you and the firm, for the sake of old times, will
you and the flem stand by me? Opr will vou make a kind
0f peace offering of me to git the boys back?' Says he,
‘You stand by us, Noll, and, by God, we'll stand by vou.'
And there was the picture of the bld man, old Fostor
Burnslde, hanging up in the oftlee, and I kinder looked up
at it, for 1 thought an awful lot of the old man; and I
saye, ‘There’'s my hand on {t, L' ostlek to you, no matter
whit the bovs say And three of the boyvs on the elght-
ineh, Henry Wiser, Stumpy Dix, and Patsy Doornan, they
stuck to me; but Long Tom, ho went out with the boysa,
And I'm osorry to say, we hod words ilrst,'
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“"HBut vou went out?'=Maortin looked at Walden.
H *osald Walden,
May I sl whe?!
L don't mind, 1Us Just that T wasn't golng back on

win't golng back on ma, nelther," sald Noll,
wit's what 15 hurting vome of ‘em  bad,
s ull the child I gpol.'I had twd boye,
; they, Oscar?!

P osueh nlee hoy ull Osen
oligh Noll's arm, bending his

e
Iia hand
Httle,
YOlver was
schoal, then 1

M

. Ha slipped
tnll head o

the old
owent to
ind his ey

,wag educated, went fo

e
OF

he recalled how much
Ee goc roller's wagcs

maoreg ¢

ur.kl_i'n{l:.. o ‘ snlary, and pedded.
e L does to witer, There's
ambly on his mothers slde, Tha

It owis weominlster, and Loalwoys
I don't know the thing she didi't
DUAesE when we weve [irgt maveled,
3 r|l:'~||l n \I\'il-‘shl'l'\\'i’!lll'tll. Hhe ok o
lHvery mit $ il
as b coll 4
ter tht Tiapied affer the old min, ©
Foster was dellled lo wer
the kKind or boy
s Red him, He wouldn't go to
=Just hound o
] »-n! ll‘é‘ was el
: ©orend the tauél o orthnt avrinlkle
Murtin's ‘Iu—nu‘. because ha added: “F dare eiy 1 :.\\1:;1‘:{!!(:':
be thankful ho wasn't birened; |t was one o the plpey in
l‘ fa they were u-fixhie If,

Ak ) 5
e must hay

l!w engine bursted, jest
1lj'jr:Hl-zl' I the head; doetor sidd ho neve
1h

Lhea ctine ‘round toomes ulterwardy, one of the

“You'll sea that ™

It hit
lnew whint fuiit -

gnlde lawyers that go nosing round for damnge sults, and
wanterd me to sue the company. 1 told him to get out,
for It wasn't the company's foult. No more It was; min-
ute they suspected that pipe they went to fixing It, and
it bursted. 1 don’t know how it got to tho old man, bhut
it did, and he was awful pleased nbout it. He wanted
to put up a stone to Foster; but T told him I wasn't poor;
T could put jip stones to my chlldren. ‘I'll not forget tha
decent way wou've acted, Noll,' says he, and he shook
hands with me. The @ld man wns always square, Do
yvou know, he put up a wash room for the men to wash
up for their ﬂluncrs.lwllh tablea and chalrs as well as
lockers and wash placesi-and he had [t ealled the Foster
B, Jones room. The worda are palnted over the door.
And long’s he lived he sent papers and magazines thers
for the men to rend."

“‘And =inee he died, you have been sending them your-
self,!" sald Oscar,

"'Ceopt what you sond,! retorted Noll, with a grin;
“but this nin't what I was golng to tell you. You Eee,
'heut this time my wife died; and there was jest Nanny
and me, It wna a mighty rough time; my wlife was an
awful good woman. And T always tried to romember it.
1 cut Inpse In the mill, sometimes, when things |2 agzra-
viting, but they never heard me swear at home—well'—
a5 o flicker kindled in Oscar's grave eyes—'"damn, now and
then, that aln't nothing, that might glip out me not know-
ing. But I mean 1 wag partleular. And there nover was
a kinder wife, So there was only Nanny and me left, and
vou can believe we think an awful lot of each other. I

BSOS S e

glye Nanny o good educatlon, but she pot It right heve,
she'd never go oway to gchool; and there's o young man
studying for a doctor wants to marry her, And I tell
you I was scared, he sat around In the parlor so much,
and wns g0 particular o call me ‘Mister Jones,' and
Jaughed g0 hard at my jokes; but Nonny never took to
him} she tock to Oscar, who had-always played with her.
Sho made & Joke of it ‘I'm going to marry money, pa,’
gays ghe, ‘not position, T'm golng to take Oscar, who ean
make more money than any of them, And n steel worker
ean be just as good a gentleman as anybody. She's
right, too; steel workers are o awful pleasant, nice lot
of fellows, "

AMartin' thought of the scene 'round the corner. Noll
looked ut lim sharply and lnughed. **\Why, you don't call
thnt anything, down thére,” with a jerk of his thumb
over his shoulder; “that nin't nothing, Besldes, a strilke’s
Jest wi ind folks lgsa thelr heads In o war, Why, they
wiunted Oscar to breale with Nanny ‘cauee sho was o
geal’s daughter, Tle had to MHek Lwa fellers befora they
saw things vight, Lots of 'em objecled 'eauso he comes
to the house, but he says he's golng to see his sweet-
heart at her' father's houss and he's golng to treat his
father-in-law decent.!

I would Le o pretly poor 4ry for a man If I d1d any-
thing else," sald Oscar. g

The other man looked at him with a franlk affectlon
that touchied the young reporter; fresh from his college
frizndships; he eleared his throat before he gpoke, “Oh,
Oscar's all right. Nanny and I would be kinder lone-
spme, wasn't for Oscar. Well, here's the house.'

The yord was large and in good order, Tha housa
stood for back from the street, a pretty wooden housee,
newly painted, with rapciful windows and a wide dlsk of
plazza. A bent and grlzzled old man, #o decreplt ong
would nat expect to see him working anywhere outside of
o stroct-cloaning gang, wog potterlng over the lawn,

YHullo, wherc's Ross?! exclaimed Osear.  "They
Aldn't—"

“0h, yoes, they dig,” sald Noll, grimly, ''"Wife and
leven chlldren to keep; hut couldn't stand it working for
a aeab, he suld, 5o Nanny got old Tlint, who aln't much

to work, but ul least they can't coax him away. And
they got the glrl off, too. Yes, Nunny's given that girl
1 don't know lLow much clothes: for her wedding, She

Wiz golng to marry, Alr. Wallage, mprry a Leller uaed to
he.a rooster for the Burnsides, nnd struck with thie other
boys, Ha got pretty full and come round to her last Bun-
duy, and told Mary she'd got to qult us or he'd quit her,
You know bow ho'd talk, 8o shae erled all nfghr, amd didn'e
clothos to sealk, and after brealifast she come 1o
¥ advised her to go and not have trouble
er young man,  Come ntt s

itoyou haven't got-any glrly and— i

t vou suppose vanny ein cook mosupper? But
it T glel jest in from the country and: pot
the few ren Mr, Wallace, Lidon't ko to
e vou, for follkis might mnlke 1t uncomfortalle it you
v, hut 1 o wlad o ses you.'

Aartin had no thought W go further, Ihm. the lnst gon-
b wig lke o spue to the young fellow's mettled spirit,
Ho answered promptly, VIt my coming will not incon-
venlenes Miss Jones, 1 ahall bo glad to come, Mr. Jones,!

SPhat'e right—all buo the Mr. Jones; by friends all

brothier ‘'mong

call e Noll .

tAnd mine eall me Martin!! sald the young fellow, im-
prilslvely. ¥

Janen lield out his hand, and dartin shook it; and fhus
the paet wi ormed,

Maurtin found Nayiny: a protty, modest young gicl, wha

Looad ke hundreds of young American givls {n her stract
BUIL DL who had g soft \Waolsh valge, The supper wis
well conkod b -well ‘served ) and Maprtin's welcome was

E0 warm that it woyehed him,. His heart ppingd to thesse
slmple, fronk people, who were so glnd to gee him, And
Lhe it eadhiy Cthat, through all the good cheer wmid
TMGLY I aftectian of the three, he segmed to heat the

WYY Brep of (nvi=ible, but eyer npproaching
souralod whensvep he deteoted anm‘y's ve
feaL f l]l Hnked towaed 1 he strilce; ft sountd

& the sub-
1 whengver

1 eiiEhl Osenivs melinelioly glance on ks way 1o his
e R L faies e had to put, Lhe' Taney out;
Of hls lepd by foree, 'Cliep

he cnjoyed the eyenlug, Hut

dinger, 16

i
‘:‘SB\I:! ‘ 4

T

“I'LL FIGHT YE; I AIN'T AFRAID
OF YE! TAKE THAT WORD
BACK!” HE SCREAMED

It eame back to him, on his way through the qulet, dark
mtreots, with Osecar, after they left the house. Mnartin
hnd been expressing his strong liking for the roller.

“yoes, ! agreed Osxcar, he s n fine man. Isn‘t It queer
folks can turn on him 's0? There wasn't nnybody In town
that everybody, rich and poor alike, thought so much of
ns Noll Jones. They all called him Noll, even the kide.
Now—you saw! ‘That's what makes It so cruel hard on
him.”

Martin snld that he thought Noll took the public out-
cry very philosophieally,

“You dldn't know Noll befors, I can gee {t's wearing
on him. The worst I Lopg Tom—you saw him, you shw
him glve Noll the marble heart. Would you supposs thoss
two men had been llke brothers? Well, they had. Tong
Tom wos tha henter, and Noil the roller on the elght-
fnch; and I never saw two men thinlk more of each other
eecerningly. When Tom's boy died Miss Nanny was thero
for n week. It wns diphtheria; but Noll let her go—hs
thought as much of Tom as that!"

“And yet Tom went back on him?'*

“I don't sea how he could; but I tell you, Mr. Wal-
Ince, there ain't a thing on earth or In hell that we work-
Ing men are so afrald of os that word scab, First Tom
was trying to argue Noll out of the notlon of sticking to
the company; and from argulng they got to disputing,
and from disputing they got to Minging names back and
forth. And, finally, they were both mad; and Long Tom
swore before all the mill that he'd never speak to Noll
until he came out and jolned his mates. He didn't say a
word to him until today. And they used to bo "most every
night together, his house or Noll's; and now, poor Mre,
Nenl slinks aecross the strect and goes blocks out of her
way not to ment: Noll or Mlss Nanny and have to pass
‘em by or have o row with Tom. And Tom's drinking
lots moro than {s good for him. It's bad all round. The
worst §s things won't mend. And—I don't see how Noll's
Eolng to stand it!"

“What do you mean? The strike will end somehow."

I don't know which way It will end. One thing I
know, and all the rest of us know, they’ll want the old
men back. Whether they lck us or we lck them, they
want the old men back, And we'll get back, some way.
And then there'll be bad blood with Noll, And if wo ek
them—nand we're just as llkely and maybe o little more—
they'll throw Noll over. And it will 'most kill him.'

Osear spoke with n suppressed vehemence that was
startling in so0 qulet a fellow,

“But do you think the company will throw him over?
It—why, it would be atroclous!'

“yWell, they will, Just the same. It will be "We'll cnmg
back If you bounce Noll Jones' and they ain't golng to
In=a the thousands of dollars they're losing every day, 2
day longer than necessary, after they decide to throw up
the sponge, only to keep on one man! No, sir. What do
they do all the while? Do they keep these scabs they're
g0 keen to hiré? Never; not evean when they can do the
work. And {t's the same with the old men when they
geab. The other fellows nsk for thelr heads, and they gut
them, too! And it's knowlng®that makes men scary of
sticking to the bosscs. They know that when It comes to
A question of loalng money or breaking thelr word to
them, they'll go.

Osenr might have sald more, but at thls moment they
were Jolned by some young workmen, acqualntances of
Osecar, and tho subject dropped of necessity.

Martln remalned In Burnside a day longer, He wrote
an account of the strilte, which the old man sald showoed
*n good nose for news,' and he gave n plcture of the
Welsh roller that tickled the original. Nanny got a dozen
papers in her fillzl dellght, But be judged It kinder to
Osear to omlt him entirely, In which judgment he was
confirmed by Oscar himself.

A month passed before Martln was In Burneide ngaln,
Tha' striko by thls timo had slipped Into a paragrapl.
The men continted “to excite pdmiration by their qulet
and orderly bLehavior''; but for thls they had some warc-
rant In "a growing beliof that tho atrikers would win.'"

Martin came on o Bunday morning, and took his way
from tho statlon to Noll's house without pause. The
chureh bells were ringing, and he met lttle groups In
thele Sunday clothes lelsurely pacing the streets, The alr
was stlll, with golden motes In it, whers the sun shone
on tha dusk ~The wide village streot was dappled with
shadows of elm trees. MHe hogrd o child's Jaugh now and
then from.the passing churchgoers, The perfume of ten
roses was wafted to him from the little gardans that pros-
pered on elther slde. The scene was so tranaull, 80 home.
1y ond gentle, that Martin gighed for memory of his own
peaceful Western town thot was not too large ta hu\"a_its
homes set in gardons, At this moment hls ears wern
smitten with o plerelng childish din, and thora burst round
the corner & hooting moli of lads und 1ttle boys who

danced at o safe distance from a furfous man, yelling
“genb! Senb!” and accompanying the word with all tho
Indecency of gesture that thelr small wits could compass,

£ TR0 S S S MR S

Martin began to lnugh nt thelr antlos, _hut__s'uddwl.y
uttered an exclnmation;” *Thunder! that's Nolll
Simultaneously, one of tho Imps stumbled . and f?ll-
and lke n thunderbolt the pursier was upon him. The
rage In the Welshmnn's tree shoeked Bluftin, who was
nenr enouegh 10 see what o littlo’ éreature It waa that ha
wis choking, and even to percelve tha.chlld'a tace whiten
and hiy bony Jlttle chest prsit,  But Nell bared lls teath
wt him with o grin of hate, W11l vou eall mea seab?
Wil you, vu little — —I"' ho nellowed: 3
Tha boy strugeled to speak, but the brenth merely
whistled through his noau-ﬁs. Nall must have félt hls
hoart pounding agnlnet his' ribs,. *Wag you ong ol tho
boys chpged Johnny and tried w gieal my dinner?
Suprdme augnish squeezed, 'No, gl plense, sir, no,
glp!" put of tha gulpng Lhroat under. hls hand. prtin,
hawever, had observed that Noll waes holdlng his crmt.i\r.a
In @ looser grasp,  "Yes, you was too'' growled Nall, *'L
BT ¥ou, 1'd ought to Inmbust %ou welll' Sﬂt‘ﬁlrl-'h“l“nﬁ
pausa duriig which the boy sobbed aloud). 1 would
you wash't go dittle, " You fell tyoupr father, If you've got
one, ho won't git off so ensy it he tries that name on mne,
Now, show mo how yvou can run!’ .
Hao lung the boy off, and stopd sombrel
soamper Eer hils comrodes oy fast ap hie limp legs would
let Wim. At l\lllrlin'xﬁ hall, he turned, bristling his fists
uiodtwas o second betore ha reeopnized the face, then
hie forced n sbrry smile, UHullp, 1'm glad )
same ald story, vou see, me giktipg moad, I've'llcked nva
men ' thig last weelc, My — Tosyon't stand 'em glinglng

“thing word ot mea! r

4 ywords gave Martin w enfllj thiziwus nat tha davial

J

. eloar)y Impassible for us 1o take him
watehing him

nhilosopher who had wo cheerfully defied the crowd thres
weeks ago, '

“How's the atrike?' mald Martin—he snfd the first
thing thnt entered his head to give his thoughts a chanes
to rally; he felt confused, llke n man who oxpecta to
wtep Into soft clay and inds himeelf on & bed of nettles,

“1 dunne,'" returnsd Noll, morosely; “I know they
have the worst lot of skiunks in tho country working, The
chimneys kteap n smoking, a smokingi but I tell you in
confidence, wa could haul every bit of decont fron weo'ys
mads {n a month on one wheelbarrow! Oh, they're rank]"

“But I thought you had threa men—'"

'So'd T think so, I don't know, They all weakaned,
Patay, the best of 'em, ho went West. Tha othoers, they
Jolned the ririkers, so's not to he cnlled scabs.”

Ho lhrugsedjh!i shoulders in a queer way, cllnching
his flsts and loosening the fngera and his muscles sud-
denly. One wolild say It was not #5 much n gesturs of
indifference ns of pain, “I don't know's I blams them,'*
2nld he, drearily; “it's hell, having that word in your ears
all the tlme. And all the cld faces that used to be so
friendly turned away from you. Not a housa you can BO
mueh as go 1o In n cose of sleknowss, My woodshod
caught fira, Wana It them set (t afiro? I don't know; I
know It was aflta In the night, and not ones of ths
neighbors come to help me fight It, not even Tom Neal,
Nanny and me fought It alone, tlll Dzear cama with tho
fire departmont, and they put it out, Yes, and somshow
Oscar got hit on the head that night, and he's bedn In
bed ever sinca. Yes/air'—he spread out both his hands,
and Martin saw how changed and hueless his ruddy face
had grown—*"'y'es, sir, folks In tho office, the cops, and them
say, ‘You keep your temper, Noll; don't fiy at 'sm; taks
‘em easy!' My God, if 1 dldn't fly at 'em and fight 'em,
I'd go erazy! I hear 'em yelplng that word at mo all
night. I've got s0 I'm scared to sleep. Why, Martin, two
months ago I used to look ‘round this town and =ay, ‘I
aln't got an enomy Init!* Now I ain't got o friend.”

“Oh, brace up, old man," Martin tried to comfort him,
af ho would have tried to comfort ono of his chums. Ha
took him gently by the arm. “There's the superin tendent,
surely he's your friend.'” -

“I ain't so sure. Sometimes I think he'll go back on
me, too. I don't see no way out. Bay, Martin, won't you
como nnd soa Nanny?'*

More and more, as Martin walked by Noll's slde, he
marveled at the wolul change In him. He no longer trod
with the easy lghtness that one acnulres dodging hot Iron;
he hnd n listless, heavy-galted slouch; yet lils eyea wors
dartlng everywhere. His talk showed tHe (rritablilty of
his nerves; ha did not geem ke the same man. Thera
WA o reason Why Martin should feel an Intenee pity for
him, which ho could not show eXcept by an added friend-
linoss of demeanor,

It wans gomo time before he percelved that they were
not golng In the directlon of Noll's house, and & minuta
or g0 after this discovery before he ventured to suggest It,
in a tentative, offhand way, '"Why, you're golng In a new
‘way to your house.'

Noll had been sunk In a black reverle; he looked up
suddenly, “What's that, Foster?' sald he, In a very gon-
tle volea. The pity of It all, remembering what he knew,
caught Martin by the throat; he had to fzh for his volce
for a second.

Noll's eyes slowly took In his new friend's flgure; ha
rubbed them with his hands, I guess I forgot; it's not
sleeping for sech a long while makes me sorter losa my-
gclf and talk out my thoughts, No, Martin, I ain’t going
home, I'm golng to the works to sce Mr, Blake, the super-
Intendent. IHe wants to have a talk with me. Would you
mind golng with me?"

Martin was glud to go, feellng a nervous dread of tho
interview mt the same time. Noll 4ld not scem o gee tha
half o dozen men who came down tha sldewalk:in, front
of the offica just as they turmed [n. Martin remarked
them, and Tom Neal emong them; Tom looked two waya
ot onece and stopping twice ny If to turn bnck, yet each
time golng oA the more briskly. He did not wonder how
they got inside the cordon of police; he thought that ha
knew.

Blokns greeted Noll witn a surprizing effusion of cor-
diality; but gave Martin o very cool stare, saying that
he wanted to see Noll alone.

oo ol ol ok e ol ol ok

“That's all right, Mr, Blake," sald Noll, "I asked him
to come. I guess I know what you wanted to see me
ahout. The boys will come back If you'll lay me off. And
you got some blg orders, And the boys have glven up
considerable, and It's losing a lot of money not to throw
me over.  Aln't that [e?'*

Blake was an clderly man, with a florld, good-natured
face, that reddencd more deeply at Noll's words. ‘‘It'a
bitter medicine to take, Noll," =ald he; “but I'm helpless,
But I'll find just as good & job for you somewhera else.
Borry don't count much, hut I am sorrier about this than
1 ever was In my life—sit down, Noll.**

Noll was standing, both hls hands on an office chalr;
It was almest ns If he needed the chalr to make him keep
erect, and there were blue and whita lines about his
mouth; but he stralghtened himself and answered stead-
fly: “No. thank you, I got to be golng. 1 won't coma
back, then. CGeod morning.'

Ho nodded hig head, end walked very straight to ths
door, but something must have blurred his eyes, for ho
ran into the casing on one glde, Iistantly recovering him-
self and stepping back,

HBluke had jumped up and was at hls side, “Weon't you
coma back o minute? I feel like sin over this; I do; I'm
siele!’ Tet mo show you the letter T've written—"

“Tomorrbw,'! sild Nall; L ain't well"

Ha put his hand up uncertalnly to his head, moving
the head itself slowly from slde to side, His eyes, which
were very dull, rested & second on the portralt of Burn-

“sldo on the wall, while a kind of spasm convulsed hils

faea! It was only for the space of an eyec-blink, however,
and Instantly he braced his muscles and walked out of the
door, Martin had hiz arm about him all the time, a sup-
port of which he dld not appear to bo consclous. IHe was
walking quite firmly and of his own strength until they
reached the sidewnlk, ‘Then, without warning, he swayed
heavily agulnet Martin, and It was all the young man
could do to let him slip by degrees to-tho ground. Thers
he lay like o log, and Martin's first glimpsc of hig purple
red face made him cry out for help. It was Tom Neal
who wis walting and lifted the unconscious man; but two
or thres pojicomen eane nt the same moment, and pres-
ently Oscar Walden] 'very palo and grim.

They sent for/al doctor; but before he could come, Nell
opened hls eyes, Hig firgt motlon was to feel his thront
and thio loosensd gollar, his next to dash the water off his
dripping halr; then he struggled to rise, gurgling, 'You
let'me up.- I ain't hurted bad, I can fight!"

YUNall, you lay athll, 1t's all right,” hlubbered Long Tom,
suddenly beglnnlng to cry; *jost 0ld Tom. I was a fool
to be mad with you, Noll, and If you only forglve me, I'll
go off West with you and work in o black-shean mill, I
will by—-—l"

Noll wriggled out of his grasp, and struck feehly at -
Osgcar on the other slde.

“I' fght ye, 1 aln't afrald of you! Take the word
back!'' he sereamed,

Jt0h, Lordl he don't know us,' groaned Oscar,
- . L] L]

Murtin Wallace ealled by Appalniment on the presl-
dent of tho Burnside Steel Works,  He found him o young
man of nttraotive appearance, but, In spite of his man-of-
the-world alr, strugg ln?‘ with considerable agitation. The
i)residam lunged into his subject at once. ‘Ha supposed
e might tind foult with the nruecle that Mr, Wallaca hud
wrltten on the eonelusion of the BHurnside atrike, but—

"You have scen Judge Iroster Burnslde, and ftnow 1t's
all true,'! interrupted Martin, . : :

“That's It, My, Wallace, It places me [n a—In o coh-
fugedly emboyrnssing poasition, "I can assure you, until
1 snw’ Toster ond knew about this rotler, Tdidn't renllzo
why Blake made such n racket pbout him, I am not tho
kind nf a man this would hnrly. 1 slmply wanted' Lo get
out of L dlsastrous struggle the best woy possible, I iild
not understand that our word, wins enguged, [ supposed
an equivalent job would malte it hil rlrf t. - Bo e all did.
Naw, 1 told e wos g0 cub up that he had & slroke of
apoplexy, and {hat he wea a very good fellow, Isn't thero
gomo wiy to get this mess cleared up? You can gee L |a-

aclt here, But I wil|
buy his housg here mf_uel_f._ror a ool ndvanca on whal
he pittd, and Il gét_. him Just ns good w job 1w brangh
Can't you see dm for me and make gomas arranges

111,
[l inderstand, don't you, how cursed mean [ feo]

:nhnutg”‘?x:nu
on A : :
i ST underatand,!! sold Martin, gravely, "hut T don't gea
what can be dene, Noll Jones s in tho Hupter Insane
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